
The L if? and D eath 

/Thou Chew’ft the naked pathway to thy life, 

Teaching flerne murther how to butcher thee • 

That which in meane men we intitle patience 
Js pale cold cowardife in noble breafts 
W hat (hall I lay, to fafegard thine owne life, 

Thebeft way is to venge my plotters death- 

Gaunt. Heavens is the quarrell : for Heavens fubltit.cte 

His Deputy annoynted in hisfight, 

Hath caus’.d his death, the which if wrongfully. 

Let heaven revenge : for I m&.y neuer.lift 
An angry arme againft his Minifter* 

J>ut. W here then ( alas ) may I complaine my felfe? 
Gan.To heaven.the widdowesChampion to defence. 
But. Why then I will i farewell old Gaunt. 

Thou go' If to Coventry , there to behold. 

Our Cofin Hereford , and Fell Mowbray^ fight : 

0 fit my husbands wrongs on Hereford s fpeare. 

That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes breaft *• . . - 

Or if misfortune miffe the firft carreere, 

Ee Mowbrayes finnes fo.heavy in his bofome, 

lhatthey m'aybreakehisfoamingcauricrsbacke, 

And throw the Rider headlong in the Lifts, 

A Cay tiffe recreant to my Cofin Hereford. 
larewell old Gaunt, thy fometimes brothers wife t 
W ith her companion Greefe , mu ft end her life. 

Gau. Sifter fare vv.ell ; I muft to Conentry, 

As much good ftay with thee , as .go with me* 

Dut. Yet one word more Greefe boundeth wherein- 

Not with the empty hollownelfe, but weight. ( falls? 

1 take my leaue before 1 haue begun, 

For (orrow ends not whenit feemeth done- 
Commend me to my brother Edward Ttorke. 

Loe, this is all : nay yet depart not fo, 

T hough this be all , do nor fo quickely goe, . 

I fhall remember more. Bid him, Oh, what - * 

With all good fpeed at Plejhie vifite me- ft f 

Alacke,and what fhall good old Torke there lee 
But empty lodgings, and unfurnifh’d walles, . ^ 



of Richard the fecond. 

Vn-peopl’d Offices, untroden ftones? 

And what heare there for welcome, but my groanes? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there, 

To leeke outforrow, that dwels every where: 

Delolate, defolate will I hence and dye, 

The laft leave of thee, takes my weeping eye. Exeunt » 


Sc ana Tertia . 


Enter Marjhall , and tuner le* 

May. My L. Aumerle y is Harry Hereford arm’d ? 
Aitm* Yea, at all poynts, and longs to enter in. 

Mar. The DuJ^e of Norfolke, fprightfully and bold, 
Stayes but the fummons of the Appellants Trumpet. 

Av Why then the Champions, are prepar'd,and ftay 
For nothing but his Maiefties approach* 

. * Fiourifb ® 

Enter King , G aunt y B n f>y y Bagct, Greene, 
and others*. Then Mowbray in Ar- 
mor y and Harrold . 

Rich. Marshall, demand of yonder Champion 
The caufe of his arrivall herein Armes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
1 ojwear e him in the j uftice of his caufe* 

Mar. In Gods Name,and che-Kings, fay who thou art* 
And why thou com’ft, thus.Knightly clad inArmes ? 
Againft What man thou com’ft, and what’s thy quarrel^ 
Speaketruely,on thy Knighthood, and thine oath. 

As fo defend thee heavcn,and thy valour- 

My nameis Tbo.CWowbray, Duke of Norfolke. 

mi 1 u - l her come ?n S 3 § cd b y my oath 
v -web heaven defend a Knight fbould violate) 

Both to o Tend my loyalty and truth, 
o God, ny King, and his lucceeding iffue, 

Againft the Duke of Hereford^hat appealesme. 
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